05/08/2020 Gauntlet: Day Eleven 


Discover ¥ Login Signup 
LZ) 


V) 


Gauntlet: Day Eleven 


@26Y0 ¥1 


Chapter 1 by Bill L. 
"How many times have we killed that one?" Jeffrey pointed down the alley towards a very 


jumpy and vicious looking man covered from head to toe in blood and gore. 


"Three times | think.” Roger said quietly. "But he seems more advanced than the other 4's we've 
seen." 


Jeffrey looked behind him at the other two exits to the alley. Both led out to Main Street. There 


were at least seven Creeps that way including an 8 that had advanced to the point of organising 


other Creeps intelligently. It was suicidal to even think about heading back but a 4 was nothing 
to mess around with either. A 4 was more than capable of taking on two men caught 


unprepared. Jeffrey and Roger had been at this for a week and a half however, and were 
anything but unprepared. 


"We're not going back", Jeffrey insisted. "If we find another gun or ammo we can go back 


towards the library, but I'm not taking on an 8. Besides, if this one's a 4 they're all the same. He 
only looks different." 
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one of his pockets he produced a small plastic whistle on a long yellow lanyard. Obviously the 
coach of whatever long lost football team would not need it anymore. 


Roger looked back towards Main Street momentarily and hoped this scuffle would be quieter 


than the last. "Three more days" he thought grimly. "God help us." He squeezed nervously on 
the bat in his right hand and put his eyes back on the Creep they could see. The Creep was 
closer now, but still only looking in Rogers direction. He seemed almost birdlike, bobbing as he 
walked. But this was no bird. 


Taking a deep breath and releasing it slowly Roger whistled ever so slightly towards Jeffrey 
signaling the ready. Jeffrey nodded and put the whistle to his mouth. Using his best judgement 
he blew the whistle just hard enough to make it register at half power. Anything more might 
carry to Main Street and alert the 8 or others. 


The creep at the end of the alley went completely still and glared towards the two runners. No 
movement at all, not even a slow heave from breathing. It was odd. He stayed this way for a 
good ten seconds. This was taking longer than normal. Usually a4 ran right away, regardless of 
whether it was sure it heard something or not. In fact, you could bet on the fact that a4 cared 
very little for it's surroundings when it zeroed in on someone. It always came running. 
Immediately. 


"Shit," Roger muttered as he sprung to his feet and moved forward. "It's a Screamer!" He yelled 
this last part loud enough for Jeffrey to hear. Maybe it was too late. But maybe they could get 
lucky again. 


The creep at the end of the alley smiled. Red streaks and bits of meat covered what was left of 
its teeth and a long tendril of drool spilled from it's mouth. You could almost think it enjoyed this 
game, maybe it did. With machine-like precision he stood straight up pulling back his head and 
shoulders and bellowed an ungodly scream skywards. Looking back down he smiled again, and 
pulled his own weapon from the ground beneath him, a two by four. His face changed to a 
solemn stare and he mouthed one word in Rogers direction. 
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